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[The following is the Preface and one of the Facts contained in this 
very interesting little book.] 

Every careful observer must have noticed, that 
great beauty and impressiveness are given to the in- 
structions and precepts of our Saviour, by his frequent 
allusion to the common occurrences of life. Most of 
the truths and precepts which he uttered, are illustrat- 
ed and enforced by a reference to facls. 

As then, so it is now, there are no instructions so 
impressive, no arguments so convincing as those which 
are accompanied by an appeal to facts. This is 
equally true, whether the instructions are communi- 
cated and the arguments addressed to the aged or the 
young. 

To aid superintendents, and Sabbath school teach- 
ers, in illustrating, and enforcing their instructions in 
the same way; and also to interest and benefit parents 
and children, is the design of this little volume. It 
may relieve the mind of the reader from all suspicion 
as to the character of these facts, to be assured, that 
they have all, either fallen under the author’s own ob- 
servation; or have been communicated to him, by 
those who are entitled to the utmost confidence. 

THE PIOUS MOTHER. 

Mrs. D , has long been known as a devoted 
Christian. I visited her by the request of one 
who knew her worth by a long acquaintance; 
but who had not seen her for about seven years. 

‘“‘T hope,” said she, ‘‘if you go to A. you will 
call upon her; you will find her an excellent wo- 
man; and you will feel richly repaid for your 
trouble.”’ 

And I was richly repaid. Seldom has an hour 
passed more pleasantly. I had no sooner named 
the individual, at whose request the call was made, 
than her countenance lighted up with the smile of 
friendship. The lapse of seven years, during 
which she had seen sore afflictions, and her Spirits 
had been almost broken down with sorrow, had 
not impaired her affection for her Christian friend. 
“ This,” thought IJ, ‘‘is the kind of friendship we 




















need to cheer us amid the ills of life,—the only 
kind, which is worth possessing.” 

When told that her friend, Mrs. H , had 
recently been bereft of her companion, her eyes 
instantly filled with tears: and they seemed the 
tears of unaffected sympathy. They bespoke the 
feelings within: and she faintly said: 

** Poor woman! she has indeed been afflicted. 
He was a kind husband, an ardent Christian, and 
one who loved his work as a minister of the gos- 
pel.”” As soon as she had uttered these few 
words, the cloud of sorrow passed suddenly from 
her countenance, and gave place to a smile of 
heaven; when she exclaimed, 

‘* Well, the Lord will support her. I too have 
seen affliction; but the Lord has enabled me to 
bear it; and he will enable her.”’ 

Mrs. D is the mother of five children. I in- 
quired if any of them gave evidence of being in- 
terested in the Saviour? 

‘¢ Yes they do; and this is one of my greatest 
comforts. I have thought tha? I must have sunk 
under my afflictions, had not the Lord showed 
mercy to some of my children. But he seems to 
have been lifting me up with one hand, while he 
has been casting me down with the other. Yes, sir, 
I hope all my children have found their Saviour, 
except the youngest, who is between six and seven 
years of age; and I believe she will yet be given 
tome. I have got hold of something, which makes 
me feel that I shall yet have all my children. I 
don’t know what it is; it is something here,” 
(placing her hand upon her breast,) ‘1 call it a 
promise; and I mean to keep hold of it, I can’t 
help keeping hold of it.” [See Picture.] 

Further conversation, showed that Mrs. D 
has long been familiar with wrestling, earnest 
prayer for her children. 

Referring her to what she said about her little 
daughter’s conversion, I remarked, 

‘© Vou believe then, that children can be con- 
verted while young?” 

‘* Ves I do; and I have great reason to be- 
lieve it, for my oldest child, I hope, became a 
Christian, when not more than four or five years 
old.” 

Mrs. D—— exhibited a deep, and affecting 
sense of the solemnity of parental obligation and 
responsibleness. 

‘* Train up a child in the way he should go, 
and when heis old, he will not depart from it.” 

















NARRATIVE. 








From the London Youth’s Magazine. 
THE ENEMY WITHIN. 

It was a fact known from time immemorial, in 
the family to which I belong, that when any 
member was born into it, the infant was accom- 
panied by an attendant, that guided the earliest 
development of its powers, influenced the actions 
of maturer age, and never quitted it but with life 
itself. And the wisdom or folly of our ancestors 
had been much displayed, by the assistance they 
gave or withheld, in regulating this ever busy 
companion; and by the rules they had laid down 
on a subject so important. For our opponent be- 
ing strong and cunning, it was come to this—we 
must either be slaves or masters. The worst of 
all however was, that he possessed a way of in- 
gratiating himself in our little hearts, and making 
us regard him as our tenderest friend; while in 
fact, every time we yielded to his suggestions, he 
smiled triumphantly, and added another link to 
the chain with which he was binding us. 

I well remember (looking back to memory’s 


earliest date,) that one day, when I was running 
headlong after this wilful conductor, my father 
strongly advised me to contend against him; and 
finding an unwillingness on my part, would have 
helped me, by making me more afraid of displeas- 
ing him, than of displeasing the little tyrant; but 
my mother said—‘‘ He is very young at present; 
when he grows older, he will I doubt not, strive 
and conquer.’’ Alas! she never considered that 
the enemy would not stand still while I was grow- 
ing; that on the contrary, he would grow with 
my growth, and strengthen with my strength; his 





rule becoming every day more confirmed. 

A few years passed, and my kind parents, with 
much expense and difficulty, procured me the ad- 
vantage of a liberal education. But now this evil 
genius whispered, that it would be far more plea- 
sant to free myself as much as _ possible from the 
dull routine of learning; to wander among woods, 
and hills, and valleys; and spend the days in fri- 
volous amusement. Thus was I kept in idleness, 
till my father resolved to remove me from the 
seminary, and to fix on some employment needing 
less of mental application. No sooner however 
did he form this determination, than my wayward 
guide affected as much concern for my credit and 
respectability of station, as he had done before 
for my ease and enjoyment. Now, nothing would 
do but study, morning, noon, and night: he left 
me scanty time even to refresh my weary body; 
still less to pay attention to my soul. Yet on this 
occasion my dear mother congratulated herself on 
the victory I had gained; when in reality I was 
the veriest slave on earth. 

Years passed on; while learning, honor, fame, 
were the only sounds to which my heart respond- 
ed. Sometimes success attended me; and then 
the insidious tempter would prompt my heart to 
vanity: sometimes disappointment followed; this 
he would aggravate, till I tasted it with tenfold 
bitterness. In short, he became my continual 
tormenter, yet so great was his ascendancy that I 
consulted him on every occasion; dreading noth- 
ing so much as the possibility of putting him to 
pain, and endeavoring even to anticipate all his 
wishes, 

About this time I was introduced to a young 
lady, whom I thought calculated to promote my 
happiness in life, and without whom my compan- 
ion whispered, life would henceforward be a blank 
tome. ‘Give or I die,’’ was the impatient lan- 
guage of my soul. Here, however, I failed of 
success, and in this failure, my cruel tyrant found 
an instrument of torture, that even for a moment 
he refused to lay aside. My health seemed fast 
sinking; and my parents, who had loved me ten- 
derly through all my unworthiness, resolved by 
every effort, entreaty, and sacrifice, to gain, if 
possible, the accomplishment of my wishes. You 
will judge therefore how great was their surprise, 
when suddenly my capricious ruler presented to 
me another object; laughed at all my former suf- 
ferings; and furnished me in a few weeks, with a 
consort and a settled residence. 

It is more than probable, that the same being 
who now urged to the absolute worship of my pre- 
sent idol, might, had our union been lengthened, 
have found causes to lessen, and perhaps destroy 
my love. 

Before this could take place, however, death 
snatched away the treasure I had so inordinately 
prized. Then how did I struggle and rebel 
against the will of the Most High; while my in- 
ward enemy seemed with one mighty grasp, to 
chain down all the springs of life; and to lie like 
‘a weight, inert and motionless, at the bottom of 
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my soul. Few were the words that I heard from 
him; yet ever and anon he would repeat—‘‘ Thou 
dost well to be angry, and to refuse all comfort.” 
In this state of mind, I was visited by a kind 
judicious friend, who would have addressed to me 
words of consolation and peace. But what had I 
to do with peace? His doctrine did indeed distil 
as the dew, but it was like the dew upon a sear 
and withered leaf—it penetrated not. Finding 
all his endeavors ineffectual, he entreated me to 
accompany him to the house of God. And there 
(how shall I express my gratitude!) from the faith- 
ful minister under whom he long had sat, I learned 
my malady, and found itscure. The first sermon 
I heard from him, was in those words of our bles- 
sed Saviour—‘‘ If any man will come after me, 
let him take up his cross, and deny himself.” 
The good man described the abominable charac- 
ter, the resistless power of SELF; and I recog- 
nized in a moment the tyrant who had enslaved 
me. I struggled to be free; but he rose as a 
strong man armed, setting me at defiance, and 
laughing me to scorn. Againand again I strove; 
from time to time I listened; and occasionally 
seemed to be ‘‘holpen with a little aid.” When 
I heard that devoted servant of God, the apostle 
Paul, exclaim, ‘‘I find a law in my members, 
warring against the law of my mind,”’ I began to 
hope that my ruin was not inevitable. Surely 
said I, I can share the feelings with which he 
cried, ‘‘O wretched man that I am! who shall 
deliver me from the body of this death?” Am I 
not then in the opening of that path, where as I 
advance, I shall be enabled to sing, ‘‘I thank 
God who giveth me the victory, through Jesus 
Christ our Lord.” For it was not until I knew 
his grace, saw how he had emptied himself for me, 
that I strove effectually to live no longer to Self; 
but to Him who died for me. Convinced that 
unless I were a real Christian, I was lost for 
ever, how anxiously did I look for evidence of 
such achange. I heard the apostle say in the 
name of the Redeemed, ‘‘ for none of us liveth to 
himself, and no man dieth to himself,’ then it was 
that I earnestly prayed for the assistance of the 
Holy Spirit, and in some measure, I trust, found 
his strength perfected in my weakness. How 
different now were the feelings of my mind: in- 
stead of fancying my trials unbearable, and my 
comforts insufficient, I received every favor as 
undeserved, and every sorrow as the wise and 
gracious discipline of my Heavenly Father. And 
having once been enabled to leave myself in his 
hand, and to say, ‘‘ Behold the servant of the 
Lord! be it unto me according to thy will;” I 
could date from that period the commencement of 
true peace. Self would indeed often struggle and 
rebel; but through the power of my Almighty 
Helper, he was no longer a master, but a servant. 
Yes, however I might sometimes yield to him in 
nature’s weakness;. I trust my inmost desire was, 
that he might never be gratified, except when his 
will was in conformity with the will of my Re- 
deemer. I studied the sacred Scriptures, and 
watched the dealings of Providence, in order to 
discover that will: while the thought that it or- 
dered my concerns, for present and eternal good, 
shed over me a happiness which nothing could 
destroy. In seeking the welfare of others also, 
an inexhaustible source of enjoyment opened be- 
fore me: my pursuits, my channels. of pleasure, 
were now varied and numerous, so that-my spirit 
became cheerful, and my habits active. I know 
not how I can better describe the change that 
had passed upon me, than.in these striking lines, 
«© While I lived without the Lord, 
If I might be said to live; 
Nothing could delight afford, 
Nothing satisfaction give. 
Now I see, whate’er betide, 
All is well, if Christ be mine, 
He has promised to provide, 
I have only to resign. 
Making thus the Lord my choice, 
I have nothing more to choose; 


Thus, whatever may betide, 

I may safe and happy be: 

Still content and satisfied; 

Having all, in having thee.”"— Olney Hymas. 
Thus, my reader, was I delivered from the fear- 
ful dominion of Self; that evil tyrant who came 
into the world with me. And should this paper 
fall into the hands of any other member of my 
numerous family; let me intreat him to lose no 
time; but rouse him to the combat, seeking con- 
tinual aid from above, before his adversary’s rule 
be confirmed within him. But let him choose his 
field of battle by the cross of the Redeemer; and 
so and so only, shall he be saved from the power 
of the enemy. 8. 8. S. 











SABBATH SCHOOL. 








= 


THE SICK 8S, S. TEACHER. 

‘ Why does my little daughter look so discon- 
solate this bright afternoon? The cheerful sun 
laughs at your sadness, and all nature looks gay 
and animated. Come cheer up! What! the cloud, 
instead of vanishing, grows darker.’ 

‘Stop, dear mamma, I surely have good rea- 
son to weep. My Sabbath school teacher is sick, 
very sick, indeed. I visited her yesterday in re- 
cess. I thought you could have no objection; 
for Mary Davis told me that Miss N wished 
to seeall her class once more. O you don’t know 
how pale and sick she looked. When we entered 
the room, she was sitting bolstered up in a great 
easy-chair. In her hand she held the very Bible 
I have seen her have so many times at Sabbath 
school. She spoke to us al), and smiled so affec- 
tionately, that really, mamma, I could scarcely 
refrain from weeping.’ 

‘That is rather a strange reason for weeping, 
Sarah,’ said her mother, ‘because Miss N. re- 
ceived you so kindly.’ 

‘O that was not the cause, exactly; but it 
made me think how ungrateful and inattentive I 
had been to all her former goodness. Only think, 
it was but the last Sabbath when she talked to us 
so earnestly about the Saviour; and when she 
urged us, with tears in her eyes, to love God and 
become good, I turned a deaf ear to her entrea- 
ties, and was engaged in drawing figures in my 
book.’ 

‘Indeed, my child, I do not wonder at your 
sadness, but remember that you have not only 
disobeyed your kind teacher, but the great and 
glorious God. To him alone you are accountable. 
He has commanded us not to think our own 
thoughts, nor do our own actions on his holy day. 
You, my dear S , have been violating these 
wise and holy laws. He also says in his word, 
that whoever offends or does wrong, in one point, 
is guilty of all; and upon every soul that sinneth, 
he has denounced death. Therefore, my child, 
you perceive you stand condemned, and justly 
deserve the wrath of one, who cannot look upon 
sin with the least degree of allowance. Should 
we multiply this sin by the many millions you 
have committed, in thought, word and deed, you 
will then have but a faint idea of the character 
which you sustain in his sight.’ 

‘O mamma, I do indeed feel that I am a great 
sinner.’ 

‘I am rejoiced, Sarah, to hear you say so; for 
it was for such that Christ suffered the accursed 
death of the cross; and thus a way was opened, 
by which God might save the sinner, and be just. 
He invites you to come now, and wash in the 
fountain, which he has opened for sin and un- 
cleanness. Begin now to love and obey him, and 
he will henceforward be your friend and guide.’ 

‘Ah, mamma, I am afraid he will not receive 
me, I have been so ungrateful; for in addition to 
all his other mercies, he has given me friends to 
teach me my duty, but I have slighted all their 
instructions. O my dear mother, how stnful I 
have been!’ 

‘Cheerish these feelings my daughter; they 














prayer, and the reading of that blessed volume 

which teaches us the way, the truth, ard the life. 
I must now leave you, to attend to some very im 
portant duties; but before I go, let me intreat you 
not to let the Spirit strive in vain.’—S. S. Treasury. 











RELIGION. 
MARGARET, - 


Be not conformed to this world. Rom. 12: 2. 

She had not yet been caught in the silken fet- 
ters of this world’s pleasures, and little knew how 
strong they were, when, under the exereises of a 
sacramental meeting, her heart became much af- 
fected by the truth. At the request of her pa- 
rents, I conversed with her. She gave evidence 
of a deep conviction for sin, and subsequently in- 
formed me that she felt a peace and satisfaction 
in trusting to a Saviour. My visits had been fre- 
quent, and. as the next communion season ap- 
proached, I carefully reviewed all her evidences 
and told her that it was a duty to give herself to 
God by a union with the visible chureh. I did 
not fail to set before her the temptations the world 
would subsequently present, in their strongest 
colors, and asked her prayerfully to consider 
whether she was willing to give up all for Christ. 
She finally determined upon connecting herself 
with the church, if her parents should consent. 
My next business was to ascertain what were 
their views of her piety, and found them satisfied 
and rejoiced at the decision of their daughter. 
The mother, especially, as she recounted the 
conversations had with her daughter, and the al- 
teration ohservable in her general deportment 
wept tears of joy. 
On the next sabbath Margaret was seated with 
her parents at the table of their common Lord. 
A few days afterwards, she expressed the great 
pleasure she had felt in partaking of the ordinance 
and in all the duties of the day. She immediately 
commenced a most diligent attendance on all the 
meetings, and took a part, as far as her age would 
permit, in all the benevolent operations of the day 
in which the church was engaged. My hopes 
were bright, and I fondly expected that a course 
so well commenced would not fail to be followed 
with the most pleasing results. This state of 
things continued during the summer, and unti} 
the fall had nearly passed away. 

The season for gaiety now set in; the time 
when Satan spreads his snares widely, and stim- 
ulates his servants to their greatest activity in 
his work. Margaret had just left her school and 
numbered her sixteenth year. The long list of 
fashionable friends which claimed intimacy with 
her mother (a list much longer than that of the 
friends of the Redeemer) advised most warmly 
that Margaret should be ‘‘ brought out’’—she had 
been long enough confined to the nursery and to 
the school-room, and it was now all important that 
her manners should be formed. In my occasional 
calls I discovered, with painful forebodings, the 
approaching storm. A new and splendid set of 
jewelry had been procured to deck the hapless 
victim, and arrangements were making to procure 
the robes in which she was to be immolated to 
the god of this world. My ears were saluted 
withthe sayings of Madams, whom Satan had 
employed to perpetrate the deed. Sometimes it 
was in the form of advice to the mother, then of 
reproach, then of circulated rumors as to her de- 
signs in relation to her daughter, nor did they 
even omit the more powerful weapon of ridicule. 
So far as I was able, I placed myself in the breach 
and resolved to defend the pass. I admonished 
the mother of her tremendous responsibility ; con- 
jured her by her regard for the soul of her child, 
and by a Saviour’s love, that- she would not ex- 
pose her daughter to so ruinous atrial. She said 
that it was Margaret’s desire, and she should let 
her do as the pleased; that it was necessary she 
should appear in the world; that all her friends 
advised it, and she would be unable to assign any 














But to listen to thy voice, 
And my willin thine to lose.. 


are the effects of the operation of the Holy Spirit, 
I doubt not, upon your heart. Seek God by 





sufficient reason for taking so singular. a course 
as the one I recommended. 
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It was very manifest that all this arrangement 
had produced an effect upon the mind of the 
young lady. The benevolent works in which 
she had been engaged became irksome. The 
prayer meeting and lecture were seldom attended, 
and at last Margaret confessed that her closet was 
visited irregularly. I spread her danger before 
her, that her evidences of being a child of God 
were lost, and that in the hour when she most 
needed a Saviour’s help she was alone. She 
wept, confessed her folly, but said ‘‘ you don’t 
know the temptations to which I am continually 
exposed.” Fora season the fear of church cen- 
sures restrained the folly of the family, but it was 
manifest that even that would not long have the 
effect. The taste was already obtained, and it 
was passing sweet. The mother exulted in the 
captivating appearance of her idol; her heart 
bounded at the attention she received; and from 
step to step the pathway led, until they were fairly 
at sea in the ocean of worldliness. 

The church session made every effort to bring 
back these wanderers to the fold of a Saviour. 
They endured long, in hopes that something would 
arise to lead them to repentance. At last, how- 
ever, the fearful alternative arrived of having the 
whole church charged with connivance at their 
sin, or a public excision of the offenders. They 
now acted promptly; and principal and accom- 
plice were by a solemn act excommunicated. 
My intercourse with the family was now cut off; 
as is too often the case, they accounted the minis- 
ter their enemy for discharging a plain official du- 
ty. They felt that they were lowered in the es- 
timation of the world, and in their own eyes; they 
beheld from whence they had fallen. Still, I fol- 
lowed them with an anxious eye and many prayers 
in their behalf, hoping, almost against hope, that 
the steps of the daughter at least would be averted. 

The home of Margaret had now become a place 
of gaiety, and the resort of those who love the 
praises of men more than the approbation of God. 
Parties and balls filled up the evenings, and mak- 
ing and receiving calls the days. About a year 
from her excommunication from the church, she 
became the bride of one of the idle flutterers of 
the ball room, whose principal recommendations 
were a pleasing person, a tolerable estate which 
he was fast squandering away, and a very minute 
acquaintance with a science of dressing. Before 
a year had passed, it was too evident that the af- 
fections of her husband were elsewhere; she was 
neglected and alone. Sicknesssucceeded, which, 
added to the already distressed state of her mind, 
soon brought on alarming symptoms. Around 
her bed there were none to point her to a Saviour; 
the cold and heartless character of this world’s 
friendship was most apparent; those who had in 
her sunny days met her with a smile, now, in the 
hour of sorrow, forsook the melancholy chamber 
of a dying companion, for the theatre and the ball 
room. There were none to point her to the Sa- 
viour she had rejected and so long dishonored. 
At last it became apparent to herself that she must 
die, and she began wildly to call upon God. All 
attempts to calm her being ineffectual, as a last 
resort, I was sent for, in hope that I might minis- 
ter some relief in the last struggle. 

My first glance at her countenance convinced 
me that her days were numbered. 


She fixed her eyes upon me, and with a piercing 
look, as though she would read my very soul, she 
said ‘‘do you think there is any hope.” ‘‘ Of 
your recovery do you mean?”’ She shook her 
head, whilst she still continued her gaze. I told 
her of the compassion and boundless love ofa Sa- 
viour’s heart. She listened calmly until I had 
finished. ‘‘ But,’’ said she, ‘‘I have deliberately 
chosen the world and its pleasures to the rejection 
of a Saviour.”—I felt it was too true, and the de- 
claration came like the chill of death to my heart. 
I asked her if she had been much in prayer in her 
sickness? She replied, ‘‘ for more than a year 
Ihave not even attempted the form, and for a 
much longer time I have known nothing beyond 


I spoke to her. 
‘tenderly, whilst my own eyes filled with tears. 





the form—I cannot pray.’’ By her permission, 
I knelt at her bed side and offered up my feeble 
supplication in her behalf—recounted to the Lord 
her early life, engagedness, her subsequent de- 
partures under temptation, and besought him not 
to take his Holy Spirit from her. She seemed 
entirely unmoved, an unearthly wildness shone in 
her eye. After some further words of advice, 
entreating her to cast herself upon the Lord, to 
which she made no reply, I took my leave, pro- 
mising to see her again in a few hours. When I 
returned, the conflict was just closing, she seemed 
to recognize me by the fixed gaze again. I asked 
‘*have you any hope”—she slowly motioned me 
away with her hand, and in a few minutes, her 
spirit took its departure to the bar of God. 

Thus passed away the once lovely flower—the 
victim of a parent’s vanity and pride. That this 
child was beloved by her parents I have never 
doubted; yet they mingled for her a bitter cup, 
the dregs of which she commenced even here to 
drink, and which in eternity she must, if we form | 
our judgment from the word of God, continue to | 
drain. Had these parents but obeyed the com- 
mand, ‘‘ be ye not conformed to this world,” they 
might long have rejoiced over their lovely child; 
have beheld her happy and useful in the world, 
and instead of weeping bitter and unavailing tears 
over her untimely grave, she might with all a 
daughter’s tenderness have watched over their 
departing hours, and sang their spirit to the world 
of life. [ St. Lows Observer. 








THE NURSERY. 
THE LOST BOY. 

In one of the new counties of Georgia, not long 
ago, an occurrence took place, which I will nar- 
rate as briefly as possible to my young readers. 
You must know, that for the last thirty or forty 
_ new counties have been added, from time 
o time, to Georgia, until now, all the land within 
the boundaries of the State, has been portioned 
out into these divisions. Formerly the Indians 
owned large tracts here, but as fast as they yield- 
ed their possessions, the white people would re- 
move to the vacated grounds, and new counties 
would be formed. 

The people who settled in these abandoned 
spots, would generally form a small community of 
six or seven families; and these families might be 
many miles distant from any similar settlement. 

In one of these remote and newly-settled coun- 
ties, lived a Itttle boy, named Thomas, who was 
about three years old. His father, Mr. M . 
occupied, with his family, a small log house, near 
a good spring of clear water. While out, during 
the day, at work, he would frequently allow his 
little boy to follow him; and Tommy, when not 
far from home, would sometimes return alone. It 
happened that about this time the child’s mother 
was taken sick, in consequence of whiclr the care 
of Tommy fell more upon his father. As it was 
the autumnal season of the year, the weather be- 
gan to grow quite cold. 

One day, Mr. M—— went a short distance 
from his house, for the purpose of feeding some 
cattle. Thomas attempted to follow in the direc- 
tion which his father had taken, but the little boy 
entered upon a wrong trail, or path; for in new 
countries, where we have few wide roads, we call 
a narrow path beaten threugh the woods by one 
or more persons, atrail. Little Thomas, then, 
entered upon a wrong trail. His father, after 
feeding the cattle, returned to the house, where 
his wife asked him if he had seen Thomas. He 
replied that he had not, but he would ascertain if 
he was in any of the huts of the negroes. His 
search here was unsuccessful. 

The family was now in great alarm, and to in- 
crease their fears, the night came on, dark and 
rainy. The horn was blown as a signal of dis- 
tress, and many kind neighbors flocked to the 
spot, to render their assistance. They provided 
themselves with lights, and meas a strict 
search in every direction. While thus engaged, 











one of the party discovered some small fragments 
of bones sprinkled with blood, and the terrible 
supposition was forced upon them, that some wild 
beast had destroyed the child. The bones were 
carefully gathered up, and the party returned to 
the house. 

It was now near the hour of midnight. Mr. 
M—— was in a state of mind truly afflicting, and 
the idea that his little boy, his only son, had fallen 
a prey to the hunger of some ravenous beast, op- 
pressed him with intolerable grief. The mother’s 
distress was hardly less violent. She begged the 
neighbors to continue the search; to go again; 
and she would not be content until they had gone. 
Having obtained fresh lights, they departed, car- 
rying their horns with them, so that if any one 
might find the child, he could instantly make it 
known to the rest. The darkness was intense, 
and the rain fell in torrents! but they continued 
their search, till near the break of day. 

One party, who had gone to a greater distance 
than the rest, at last discovered a trail, which led 
them near a large swamp. On approaching the 
edge of the swamp, what should they see, but lit- 
tle Thomas coiled up under a large log, which ly- 
ing across another one, was sufliciently elevated 
to form a tolerable shelter. The little fellow was 
asleep, and not much wet by the rain. “The wel- 
come signal was now made, and all ran to the 
spot. Mrs. M——, though quite unwell, could 
not forbear going out, on hearing the horn. She 
was soon met by her husband and friends, who 
restored to her the little boy safe and sound. 

The family all met once more round a joyful 
fireside, and gave thanks to God for the fortunate 


issue of the search. Mrs. M— — soon recovered 
her health. Tommy took care not to go to sleep 
under a log again. { Parley. 





THE ECHO. * 

Little George had not yet the least idea of an’ 
echo. One day, he happened to cry out in the 
midst of the fields: ‘‘Ho! ho!” and he instantly 
heard the same words repeated from the neigh- 
boring thicket. Surprised at the sound, he ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ Who are you?’’—upon which the same 
voice also returned, ‘‘ Who are you?” George 
cried out: ‘‘ You must be a very foolish fellow.” 
—‘* Foolish fellow!’ repeated the voice from the 
thicket. 

George now began to grow angry, and he ut- 
tered words of defiance towards the spot whence 
the sounds proceeded. ‘The echo faithfully re- 
peated all his words. Thereupon George, in or- 
der that he might avenge himself, searched 
through the wood for the boy, who he supposed 
was mocking him, but he could find nobody. 

After searching in vain for some time, George 
ran home, and complained to his mother, that a 
wicked boy was concealed in the wood, for the 
purpose of mocking him. ‘‘Ah, now you are 
complaining of your own self,”’ replied his mother. 
‘** Know, that you have heard nothing but your 
own words; for even as you have more than once 
seen your face reflected in the clear water, so you 
have just heard your own voice in the wood. If 
you had uttered an exclamation of kindness, you 
would not have failed to receive a similar excla- 
mationin reply. Itisthus in every-day life. The 
conduct of others towards us is generally but an 
echo of our own. If we deal honestly with them, 
they will be disposed to de the same towards us. 
But if we are harsh and rude towards our fellow 
creatures, we can expect nothing better on their 
part, in their conduct towards us.” [wb. 





OBITUARY. 





ANN M. HENRY. 

Died in Philadelphia, January 29, 1834, Miss 
Ann M. Henry, daughter of Alexander H. Esq. 

The honor of our holy religion requires that its 
sustaining and sanctifying power should be known 
among all men. It is for the sake of others, and 
not for the dead, nor for the mourners of the dead, 
that this brief memorial is written, concerning 











Youth’s Companion. 

















the character, faith, and hope, of a departed friend. 

With refined endowments of mind, and a natu- 
ral temperament, ardent, and frank, and indepen- 
dent;—with the means at her command to gratify 
all the desires of the heart—and having at hand 
whatever the children of the world seek for as a 
source of happiness;—with the acquirements and 
accomplishments of education, and the affection 
of a very large circle of acquaintances, there are 





few whose condition is more enviable than was 
Miss Henry’s. : 
She was accustomed to form her own opinions 
—though she expressed them with great reluc- 
tance and timidity. No one could have heard her 
converse for a single hour, without the conviction 
that she had a strong, discriminating, highly cul- | 
tivated and thoroughly disciplined mind. There 
was nothing of brilliancy, flippancy, or frivolity 
about her, nor, on the other hand, was she formal, 
affected or pedantic. Her manners were graceful 
and persuasive, her judgment steady and safe, 





her heart affectionate and true, her whole char- 
acter consistent and elevated. There is no circle | 
which her presence would not have improved, dis- | 
ciplined and adorned. 
All this grace and strength and excellence of} 
character are attributed to the subduing and sanc- | 
tifying influence of the religion which she, for | 
many years, professed and adorned. The world | 
and its vain allurements she renounced at an early | 
period of life. Her eyes were opened to see how | 
delusive and unsatisfying they are, and must ever 
be, to the immortal mind—she denied herself, 
took up the cross—and from that time till the day 
of her death, followed Christ, in meekness and | 
simplicity, and in those deeds of devotion and! 
charity which are the only unequivocal tokens of | 
evangclic picty. | 
The strength of her mind and the influence of | 
her character and the weight of her example were ! 
given to the Sunday School. In this high and | 
interesting vocation, she was faithful, unwearied | 
and successful. In this and in other posts of great | 
responsibility, she never disappointed the expec- | 
tations of her friends 
Throughout an uncommonly severe and pro-! 
tracted illness she possessed her soul in patience. | 
From the earliest attack, she apprehended the | 
fatal termination of her disease. Her exhausted | 
frame has at length yielded to its power, but her | 
soul was not forsaken when flesh and heart failed. 
The bright and sustaining hope of a believer in| 
Jesus was revealed in her, while her reliance up- 
on His atoning sacrifice, for her acceptance with | 
God, was firm and exclusive. The praise of such | 
rare graces and virtues is to be given to the God | 
of all grace—whose Spirit alone subdues and | 
sanctifies the soul,- and leads it into the love and | 
obedience of the truth as it is in Christ. 
Beyond the flight of time— 
Beyond the siege of death— 
There surely is some blessed clime 
Where life is not a breath; 
Nor life’s affections transient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upwards and expire. 
There is a world above 
Where parting is unknown, 
A long eternity of love, 
Formed for the good alone; 
And faith beholds the dying here 
Translated to that glorious sphere. 
[ational Gazette. 
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I was passing in the streets of one of our northern 
cities. On the marble steps, at the door of a sump- 
tuous mansion, sat a ragged boy, with a look at once 
dogged and subdued, manifesting long acquaintance 
with sorrow and want. Near him satan aged woman, 
apparently his mother, decrepid, worn and squalid, 
with her face turned from me. ‘The boy was devour- 
ing, with voracious greediness, a piece of dried her- 
ring. Fair and richly dressed children were passing 
to their morning school. Most of them jeered him, 
in passing, calling on him to get down from the steps, 











and ashiug uim if he were very hungry? ‘“ Yes, and 








you would be hungry too, and sad, if you were poor to keep herself afloat, and seems as light as a cork. 
and a stranger, and had to take care of an old mother, | When taken out of the water, she is very cross, cries, 


and had walked as far as I have.”? One of the boys 
lingered behind as if ashamed of his feelings. I no- 
ticed his broad high forehead, and eye speaking a soul 
within. His eyes filled with tears, as he handed the 
boy the money. My own eyes moistened, as I wit- 
nessed the angelic expression of this noble boy, who, 
I dare affirm, had not the spirit to do such things by 
halves. 

A similar instance occurred in another extremity of 
our country, where money and cotton, sugar and 
slaves, balls and theatres, are the all-absorbing objects 
of interest. A large group of gaily dressed gentlemen 
and ladies were promenading, in company with an 
heiress and her intended husband, who were shortly 
to be married, and they were merely discussing the 
preparations, A poor, pale boy, apparently a siran- 
ger, came up to them, with his written petition for 
charity; and with the low and subdued tone of voice, 
appropriate to shame,. bashfulness and misery, began 
to tell his little story. The splendid laughers walked 
on with an incurious carelessness. One of the group 
lingered behind. He was struggling with the difficul- 
ties of obtaining a profession, and aiding in the sup- 
port of a distant family. But he bestowed on the boy 
one of his few remaining dollars. When I see such 


| instances of native tenderness of heart, I thank God 
| that he has given men a spirit of benevolence. 


Do not be ashamed, my young friends, in relieving 
the poor—those whose poverty is not the result of their 
own folly. Never, perhaps, does the bright eye of 
childhood appear more truly like an angel, than when 
diffused in tears of pity for the poor, forlorn wretch, 
whom he meets in his pathway, obliged to beg his 
daily bread. [Juvenile Repository. 





The Sure Foundation. 


Taking a walk with a few friends, we came to a 
place where several men were busily employed. ‘They 
had dug very deep, as much as ten teet below the sur- 
face of the ground; some were clearing away rubbish, 
and others laying bricks. ‘* Why have you dug so 
deep?” asked one of our party. ‘* Because,” replied 
the man, *‘ it was necessary, as we are going to erect 
a large building, that we should have a good founda- 
tion.” Now there was, in our party, an old man, 
whose silvery locks were a crown of glory; and also 
alittle girl, of about eight years of age. ‘‘ Matilda, 
my love,’ said the aged saint, ‘lend an ear to my 
words, and let my speech fall upon thine infant spirit 
as the early dew. See you this place; the workmen 
are going to build upon a sure foundation; what is the 
only sure foundation of a Christian’s hope?” ‘ The 
finished work and atonement of the Son of God; for 
he died for sinners, who have broken the law of God 
and deserved to die themselves,” replied the child. 
‘* True, true,” rejoined the old man, ** for other foun- 
dation can no man lay than that is laid, which is Jesus 
Christ; and what, my dear child, will become of those 
who have built their houses upon the sand??? Ma- 
tilda mused, and replied, ‘* When the storm rises it 
will beat npon those houses, and they will fall, and 
great will be the fall thereof.” 

May you and I, my beloved readers, build on the 
only sure foundation, and then we shall be safe to all 
eternity. [London Child’s Companion. 





A Poor Woman. 


Mr. Jay in his interesting memoirs of his friend and 
tutor, Rev. C. Winter, introduces the following fact. 

I remember some years ago to have buried a corpse. 
In the extremity of the audience that surrounded me 
I discerned a female wrinkled with age and bending 
with weakness. One hand held a motherless grand- 
child, the other wiped her tears with the corner of her 
woolen apron. I pressed towards her when the ser- 
vice was closed and said, ‘* Have you lost a friend?” 
She heaved a melancholy sigh. ‘The Lord bless her 
memory!” Isoon found the deceased had allowed her 
for several years six-pence per week! O is it possible 
that the appropriation of a sum so inconsiderable may 
cause a widow’s heart to sing for joy and save the child 
of the needy! Who would waste a sixpence? who 
would indulge themselves in extravagance? who 
would not deny themselves to be able to secure the 
blessing of them that are ready to perish? 





The Swimming Child, 

The following is contained in an account of a re- 
cent visit to the Court of Siam, published in the Sing- 
apore Chronicle: “ This prodigy is a little girl three 
years of age; she could swim when one year old, and 
never seems happy but when in the water. When 
put into it she goes through many evolutions, but does 
not swim like other human beings; she rolls herself 
round afid round, apparently without the least exertion 








and strives with all her strength to regain it. She 
can neither speak nor walk, the only sound she emits 
being a gurgling noise in the throat, like that of a per- 
son choking. ‘The mother of the child is a good look- 
ing woman, and has had four children, two boys and 
two girls, of whom the two former are dead. The 
eldest girl is now seven or eight years old; she is gen- 
erally swimming with, or watching her sister, to pro- 
tect her in case of accident. The ‘swimming child 
is also defective in her sight, and has not yet tasted 
any other food than her mother’s milk.” 





Temperance Tea Party. 


The Third Tea Party of the Preston Temperance 
Society was celebrated on Christmas Day in the Ex- 
change Rooms. The company amounted to about 
1200; the tea-kettle was a boiler containing 200 gal- 
lons, erected in.an outhouse, and forty reformed drunk- 
ards officiated as waiters! A band of music assisted; 
two temperance songs were sung, and several addres- 
ses delivered. ‘The Recorder of the Borough, with a 
party of ladies and gentlemen, henored the meeting 
with their presence, and pleasure and enjoyment 
beamed from every countenance. The contrast be- 
tween this company, and those where intoxicating li- 
quors are used, is an unanswerable argument in favor 
of Temperance Associations. { Liverpool Chronicle. 





Temperance /necdote.—A distiller in one of our ci- 
ties, remarking that he was about to paint his distille- 
ry, inquired of the President of a Temperance Society, 
what color he should paint it? ‘* Paint it with the blood 
of your victims,” was the reply. How many distillers 
might keep their establishments painted of the deepest 
crimson, were the victims of intemperance, whom 
they send annually to eternity, to leave as a legacy, 
their blood for this purpose! 





Beautiful Quotation. 

The Rev. Dr. Griffin, in his speech before the Ame- 
rican Education Society—appealing to “* the sex, who, 
like ministering angels, love to hover about the cham- 
bers of sickness’”’—introduced this beautiful quotation: 

** Not she with trait’rous kiss her Saviour stung. 

Not she denied him with unholy tougue; 
She, when apostles shrunk, could danger brave, 
Last at the cross, and earliest at the grave.” 








POETRY. 








To Frederick on his Birth-day. 
Soon after the death of his pious Mother. 
Dear Frederick, upon the return of this day, 
To you these few lines | address; 
lt gives me much pleasure, I truly can say, 
My thoughts in this way to express. 
Besides, I do hope that the things which I write 
May be useful to you, in some measure; 
This hope makes me reckon the trouble but light, 
And greatly enhances the pleasure. x 
The number of years you have liv’d upon earth 
This day is increased to eleven: 
You have been preserv’d, from the day of your birth, 
Until now, by your Father in Heaven. 
It is He who has given you all you possess, 
And supplied you with all you have needed; 
From his bounty alone, you must ever confess, 
All the comforts of life have proceeded. 
O be thankful to Him who bestows upon you 
Many blessings denied unto others: 
He gave you your friends, and your relatives too, 
Your parents, and sisters, and brothers. 
It is true, of one parent you have been bereft, 
One who lov’d you with tender affection; 
Yet still you have many dear relatives left; 
This is a consoling reflection. 
The Lord, my dear boy, will do all for the best; 
Nothing happens without his permission; 
In Him we should trust, then, however distress’d, 
And bow to his will with submission. 
Remember the counsels of wisdom and truth 
Which the lips of your mother imparted, 
To guard you against all the follies of youth, 
Ere she from this world had departed. 
‘Thus seek to grow wiser and better each day; 
Then the blessing of God shall attend you; 
And while you are trav’lling your heavenly way, 
He will from all evil defend you. 
To live to the glory of God here below, 
Be your humble and constant endeavor; 
And then, after death, unto God you shall go, 
To be happy tor ever and ever. 
[London Child’s Companion. 














